Not less than seven cities proudly claimed mighty
Homer dead
But alas ! While living   he piteously   begg'd for bread
Much worse, Srinatha was brutally bullied, tortured
and tantalized
Strange it may sound., greatness is never   atonce
discovered and recognized.
Dirty designs to besmirch the reputation of any rhyme
Will in due course be totally foiled by impartial time
In fact it is a boon and blessing in disguise
That makes it widely known and helps to higher rise.
In the wake of ever growing and changing propensity
Who will become Who? Who his verdict dare deliver?
In a fast widening and developing modern city
Corner becomes centre and centre becomes corner.
Great poetry is always beyond time and place
And its creators are ever at home amongst   any people
or language
They fuse the lines they  weave with  gospel force and
grace
And are our immortal sentries of values never doomed
to death or age.
Fame is not necessarily a sprout of ingenuity
A poetaster often becomes a local celebrity
If he's a member of mutual admiration society
Or is born in a very thick or very thin community.
Fame is fond, flippant and whimsical dame
No body knows whom the damsel would garland
It's more or less the old "Swayamvara" game
Our attention a new hero may demand.
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